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Dear mouse friends, 
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Geronimo Stilton 

A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 


Thea Stilton 

Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent’s Gazette 







Ceronlmo Stifton 


THE MISSING 
MOVIE 



Scholastic Inc. 





Copyright © 2018 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Palazzo Mondadori, Via 
Mondadori 1, 20090 Segrate, Italy. International Rights © Atlantyca S.p.A. 
English translation © 2019 by Atlantyca S.p.A. 

The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any 
responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content. 

GERONIMO STILTON names, characters, and related indicia are copyright, 
trademark, and exclusive license of Atlantyca S.p.A. All rights reserved. The 
moral right of the author has been asserted. Based on an original idea by 
Elisabetta Dami. geronimostilton.com 

Published by Scholastic Inc., Publishers since 1920, 557 Broadway, New 
York, NY 10012. SCHOLASTIC and associated logos are trademarks and/or 
registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc. 

Stilton is the name of a famous English cheese. It is a registered trademark 
of the Stilton Cheese Makers’ Association. For more information, go to 
www.stiltoncheese.com. 

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright 
Conventions. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, 
downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into 
any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, 
whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without 
the express written permission of the publisher. For information regarding 
permission, please contact Atlantyca S.p.A., Via Leopardi 8, 20123 Milan, Italy; 
e-mail foreignrights@atlantyca.it, atlantyca.com. 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are 

either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, 

or locales is entirely coincidental. 

e-ISBN 978-1-338-54697-2 

Text by Geronimo Stilton 

Original title II mistero del film rubato 

Cover by lacopo Bruno, Roberto Ronchi, Alessandro Muscillo, and Pietro 
Piscitelli 

Illustrations by Danilo Barozzi, Daria Cerchi, and Serena Gianoli 

Graphics by Marta Lorini 

Special thanks to Anna Bloom 

Translated by Anna Pizzelli 

Interior design by Becky James 

First printing 2019 




A Festival of 
Surprises 


This morning, when the Clock went 

off, I really did not feel like getting up. My 
blanket was SO my pillow SO 

soft, my mattress I© COmfy. What a 
perfect day to be a laxy mous^l I 
turned the alarm off and shut my eyes again. 
“Just five more minutes ...” I mumbled to 



A Festival of 


Surprises 


OH NO! MY CELL PHONE! I need my 
beauty rest! Oh, I almost forgot to introduce 
myself! I am editor- 

in-chief of The Rodent's Gazette, the most 
famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. The 
news sleeps for no mouse, but sometimes 
even I need some extra shut-eye. 

I reached over to answer the phone. 
“^ooJ a mouselet squeaked. 

‘T am calling from MiceOpinion, a polling 
company. We’re asking local mice who they 
think will take home the top prize at this 
weekend’s big festival.” 

‘ f tSTTVAL? WUftT FtSTIVM? ’ I asked. 
“You don’t know about it?” she asked. 
“Who’s competing?” I asked. 

“Sorry, time is short and I have to finish 
my |S)0llin0 @(3llls. I’ll put you down as 
undecided! Have a good day!” 
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Surprises 


A Festival OF 


She hung up. Svwiss cUttSt, 

what’s the hurry? 

But by now, I was completely awake, so 
I hopped out of bed, got (IreSSed, and 
headed out into New Mouse City. 

When I reached Mozzarella Avenue, I 
ran into a large crowd standing outside the 
GRAND HOTEL. 

“I’ll melt into a PUDDLE of Cheddar 

if I don’t get an autograph,” a mouselet 
squeaked. 

“I’m definitely getting a SGlfiS!” another 
rodent called. 

^fking abowt*? 

' r * 

“Excuse me. What is everymouse waiting 
for?” 1 asked. 

The first mouselet clutched her paws 


3 







A Festival of 


Surprises 


together. “Not what — who! Noah 
Provoloney and Lana Ricotta, the famouse 
actoRs who are staying here for the big 
festival!” 

I had never heard of them. And there goes 
that MSSTtRlMOUSt ttSTIVAL again! 


Before I could ask more, the crowd erupted 
in screams. . 

I was so blinded by the camera^f^Ej^^r 
that I could barely see the two fam^se 
actors leaving the hotel. The crowd surged 
forward and my whiskers trembled. I didn’t 
want to get sg uaslieH flat like a slice of 
American cheese! 

“Help!” I squeaked. 

I managed to SflUBQlB out of the crowd 
and make my escape. 

When I finally made it to my favorite 
breakfast spot, the barista. Flip Hotpaws, 
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This Is the Last 
Cheese Straw! 


You are 


I got to The Rodent’s Gazette and settled 
into my office. My stomach rumbled from 
hunger. Thankfully, I had a few CbccSC 
sticks from the day before stashed in a 
desk drawer. 

But right as I was about 
to bite into one, my assistant, 

MOUSella, burst in. 

“Mr. Stilton, you are finally 
here! Did you bring your 
speech for the 

I threw down my cheese 
stick in frustration. “This is 
the last cheese straw! What in 
the name of all that is fUffy 
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This Is the Last 


Cheese Straw! 


is this festival that everyone is squeaking 
about?!” 

Mousella’s whiskers drooped. “The If IIIL/H 
If lESTIYAIL, of course! It’s the first one the 
city has ever hosted, and you agreed to give 
the opening speech. I left a note to remind 
you on your desk 1*11^00 days ago!” 

“Me? Give a speech?” I stammered. 
Suddenly, my office door swung open again 
and my friend CI{EEPELLA VON CACRLEFUR 



bounded in. 

“I couldn’t help 
but overhear 
that you’ll 
be delivering 
the opening 
speech! 

That’s great news! 
I’m going to be 


\ 


Cre( 


'®Pe/4, 





This Is the Last 


Cheese Straw! 


one of the judges as the expert on scary 

movfes!’’ 

“That’s fabumouse, Creepella, but I don’t 
really think I can give this speech —” 

“Of course you can! And tomorrow you 
can walk the reel esippeb with me!” 

Right then my cousin Trap barged into my 
office, too. Doesn’t anyone kilOCk first?! 

“Almost time for the big moment. Are 

you veadyT" 

My fur stood up on end. “How come you 
know about my Speech? I don’t even 
remember agreeing to give one! And I’ve 
never heard of this festival!” 

“I know because I saw this note on your 
desk a few days ago. I stopped in to 
see you, but you weren’t here.” Trap/~ 
pulled a wrinkled piSCS Of paper 
from his pocket. \ 





■rrww^i^w^^ 


Neh Mouse Citv 

FILM FESTIVAL 


WHAT IS n? 

^n iniernational rnovie 

;tival that runs for triree 

lays. Any rodent in New 

ouse City can go see tn 
3Stlval movies. At tne e 

jftne festival, d panel of 

judges selects tne best 

TOViesoutofalltheones 

at nav e been s^ een^ 



MHO DECIDES MHO THE MINNEHS DDE? 

The Jury is composed of rodents who work in the movie 
industry, for example. Creepella von Cacklefur, a well-known 
author and scary movie director. 
































UHDT MOVIES RRE BEING 
SHOWN? 

There is something for 
everyonei 

Categories are by genre: 

V^hisV:er Tremblers 
(Horror movies)T^ 

Hugs and Kisses 
(Pomantic movies) 

LCL’f 

M'fster'f Mice 
(Detective movies) 



































This Is the Last 


Cheese Straw! 


Mousella X<^uca(ccJ in surprise. “So that’s 
where my note went!” 

My stomach dropped and I felt sweat start 
to build up on my whiskers. Oh dear! I was 
really going to have to deliver this speech 
after all! 

Trap turned to Creepella. “Well, if 
Geronimo doesn’t want to walk the reel 
e^rpeb with you, I’ll do it. Do you know 
I’m shooting a documentary about the 
festival?” 

Creepella shook her head. “I’d much 
rather go with Geronimo.” 

But Trap didn’t seem to hear her. “I’m 
going to interview actors, directors, even 
festival attendees. It’s going to be the most 
m^pVemouse documentary ever created!” 
He dropped to his knees. “Walk the reel 
@®r(©eb with me, Creepella!” 
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This Is the Last 


Cheese Straw! 


I sighed. Trap was always so dTSLftSitlC. 
Creepella laughed. ‘‘No, thanks, Trap.” 
She turned to me. “I will come pick you up 
tomorrow morning for the reel e^ppeb. 
Good luck with your speech!” 

SQueaK! 











festival 

ScHev«L« 


FotPiN? Seat 


N'?H-pefiNi'tioN 
vipeo caMCRa 


CaMfisa tsiPov 






You’re On, 
Geronimo! 


I went home and started writing my speech. 
Moldy mozzarella, it was such HARD WORK! I 
fell asleep on my laptop and woke up with a 
start. It was already almost time for the film 
festival opening! 

If I hurried, i Still had a few minutes to 
actually practice it before squeaking in a 
room full of famouse snouts. 

I MPMNTMD to the bathroom mirror 
and took a deep breath. “Dear ladies and 
gentlemice —” 



I was interrupted by the doorbell. 
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You’re On, 


Geronimo! 


I hurried downstairs and threw open the 
door. CREEPELU! 

She walked in holding a dry 

cleaner’s bag in her paws. “Are you ready 
yet, Geronimo? You weren’t going to W63r 
that, were you?” She gestured at my rumpled 
suit and frowned. “It looks like you slcpt 
in it!” 

Before I could stammer out a reply, 
Creepella thrust the bag at me. “It’s a good 
thing I came prepared!” She ZIPPED open 
the bag and removed a MSCk suit. 

“That’s for me?” I asked. 

“Yes, Geronimo! This speech is a big deal, 
and you have to look like a classy mouse! 
Now your tail and go get dressed!” 

Resigned, I went to change. When I got 
back, Creepella cheered. “YoU lOOR SCdrily 

good!” 
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You’re On, 


Geronimo! 


I shook my head. “I don’t know about 
this, Creepella. I think I look more like a 
PCnCUin than a mouse!” 

Creepella rolled her eyes. “Nonsense! You 
look mouserifae! Come on, let’s go. The 
reel esippeb is waiting for us!” 

I grabbed my speech and we left. 

When we got to the Movie Palace, I was 
blown away by the size of the crowd. It 
looked like every motrSeLet in the 
city had staked out a spot along the reel 
eSirpeb to catch a glimpse of the actors 
and celebrities walking into the theater. 

Svwiss cUttStf My stomach 
did flip-flops and sweat rolled down my 
snout. I tu)i>tite>cL my tail in my paws. “Do you 
think we can go in the back way so we don’t 
have to walk by all these mice?” 

“Geronimo!” Creepella cried, exasperated. 
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You’re On, 


Geronimo! 


“Walking by all these mice is the whole 
point! Come on, now. ^miie for the 


\” 

Creepella held my and we walked 

down the reel e®r(®eb, which was lined 
with photographers. 

They were all shouting at us, asking us to 
turn left and right. Suddenly, cameras went 
off everywhere! . 

I could barely see where I was going, when 

•» * 

I hit the ground like g chttst soo-f^le 

g tgVIe! 

I had tripped over a LUITIP in the carpet. 

()\> wot \ \ooke(t ftice such o 
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You’re On, 


Geronimo! 


Creepella helped me up. “Geronimo, 
you’re such a crafty What a 

great way to make sure our pictures will be 
everywhere online tomorrow!” 

1 4R0/kNFP. 

Creepella dragged me the rest of the 
way down the reel ee^rpeb to the Movie 
Palace entrance. Jack Monterey, the festival’s 
director, was waiting for us. 

“Welcome and thank you for coming!” 

Creepella grinned. “We’re BfiCDMCDiredl 
to be part of such an important event!” 

We followed Jack into the theater. He 
showed Creepella to her seat with the rest 
of the jury panel and then he walked me 

backstage. 

I took out my notes to practice my speech. 
The rodents in the audience were expecting 
something fabumouse! 
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But just then something GI?dY and mm 
swung at my head. 

“Help! A MONSTER!” I screamed, throwing 
my up in the air. 

I was about to faint from fear, when 

someone familiar peeked out from 
behind the monster. 

“Trap!” I squeaked. “What are you doing 
over there? You scared the Gouda out of 
me!” 

Trap put down his camera and boom 
microphone (which I had mistaken for a 
W/VSTffi) and explained. “A real 
documentary director tries to be one with 
the background. That way, the subjects of 
the movie will act natural.” 

“I didn’t agree to be a subject in your 
.movie in the first place,” I Sw’appc<^. “And 
now my notes are all IDiXCd UP! Quick, help 




You’re On, 


Geronimo! 


me put them back in the right order ...” 

But it was too late. The sound of applause 
erupted on the other side of the curtains. 
Jack Monterey’s voice boomed: “And now, 
here is Mr. Stilton!” 

“You’re on, Geronimo!” Trap exclaimed, 
pushing me onto the stage. 

WAIT. MY KOTES/ 










Enter Stilton, 
Stage Left! 


I stood on the stage, my 

trembling from f*63.r. “W-welcome to all of 

you.” I gulped. 

What in the CHQPP3R biScuitS was I going 
to say without my notes?! I closed my eyes. 
My grandfather William always used to 
tell me to take a deep breath and follow my 
heart when I wasn’t sure what to do. I 
remembered how he would take me to the 
mcvies when I was a mouselet. Wait! 
That was it! My eyes SNAPPED open. 

“When I was a IllCUSclct ...” 

The speech (lOIVCd out of me. When I 
was done, the audience Clapped for a very 
long time. 
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Enter Stilton, 


Stage Left! 



Backstage, Jack patted me on the back. 
“Well done, Geronimo! You are a R6&L film 

enthusiast!” 

I blushed. “TIIfiaMlte yuuiF” 

Creepella bounded up and gave me an 
EJIOimOU/C hug. “ Geronimo, your speech 
made me tear up!” 

“Aw, thanks,” I said, etAbarrasse^. who 
would have guessed that Trap had done me 
a favor by ruining my notes? 

Creepella grabbed my arm. “Now let’s go! 
The first SCARY movie is about to start — 
The Cheese Walks at Midnightl” 

I do not like SCdry RIOViBS. But I did not 
want to disappoint Creepella. So I found a 
way to get through it . . . 

At the end of the movie, Creepella leaped 
up and applauded. “How CREEPY and 
marvemouse was that? Geronimo?” She 
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Enter Stilton, 


Stage Left! 



looked around but didn’t see me. 

“Right under here ...” I said. I peeked my 
snout out from under my seat. “Is it over?” 
I asked. 

Creepella helped me get up from under 
the seat. “Come on out! Another lUOViG is 

about to start, mm OF T«[ ZOMBIE MOZZARELLA! 

You won’t want to miss this one!” 



doing? 


at of there/ 








Enter Stilton, 


Stage Left! 





OH, m I D/D/ 

I ^ 

I grabbed the schedule and 
started looking for movies in 
the “Hugs and Kisses” category. 

“Hmm . . . how about we go watch To All 
the Cheeses I’ve Loved Before, playing in 
Theater 3?” 

Creepella sighed. “I don’t think there are 
any zombies in that one. But go ahead. You 
might pick up some POm^nCC tips!” She 
winked. 

I waved good-bye and headed to 
Theater 3. 

But the Movie Palace was a maze. I turned 
down one hallway and then another. I went 
up a set of stairs and then down another set 
of stairs. MELIY MOPRELLA,iwas lost! 

Just when I was about to give up, I saw it: 
a door with a sign that read Theater 3. 
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Enter Stilton, 


Stage Left! 




“Finally!” I muttered, 
opening the door. But 
as I walked inside, I 
was bllfldiO by a light 
and a crowd Started 
booing. This wasn’t 
the entrance; it was the 
maintenance door to the 
movie screen itself! 

Now my ENORMOUSE shadow was blocking 
everyone’s view. 

How embarrassing! I ran back 
out the way I’d come. There was another door, 
labeled Projection 
Theater 3, so I tried 
that one instead. 

But it was just the 
room with the movie 
projector! The mouse 


















Enter Stilton, 



Stage Left! 


running the machine ¥T9WTiecl and waved 
me out. I left so ^^ST, I almost tripped 
over all the wires, unplugging the whole 
thing! 

As soon as I got out of there, I found a 
tllilPD door. This one also said Theater 
3. Ah! This has to be the one, I thought. 

I opened the door, but instead of a darkened 
theater, I discovered a brightly lit dressing 
room! The rodent inside was getting ready 
to present the next 
MCYIIIE. 

“Sorry!” I cried, and 
SUMMED the door shut. 

WAS / EVER QO/I/Q 
TO SEE TH/S MOV/E? 
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A LITTLE TILAi 
LISTOLy 


The befiinnins 

The first public movie screening took place 
in Paris on December 28, 1895, thanks to 
the Lumiere brothers, Louis and Auguste, It 
shov^ed workers leaving a factory. 

The movies looked very different then. 
They were all short, black and white, and 
silent. Many of them showed scenes from 
everyday life. 


All aboard! 

One early film showed a train 
pulling into a station. It's long 
been rumored that the audience 
members started to run away 
from the oncoming train 
in the movie. Althou^ they 
would have been unfamiliar 
with moving images on-screen, 
there's no proof that the 
stampede actually occurred 












\ 
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feature films 

The first feature films were 
created around 1910. Feature 
films were longer than an hour, 
told a story, and looked more 
similar to what we are used 
seeing today. These first feature 
films were stiU silent and in black 
and white. 



Films find their voice 

Instead of hearing spoken dialogue, early moviegoers would read 
dialogue on-screen in between scenes. At the same time, a pianist 
or a small orchestra would play the movie soundtrack live in the 
theater. The first movie where audiences could actually hear the 
actors' voices screened in 1927 and was called The Jazz Singer. 

Full color 

Most movies produced before the 1960s were black 
and white. In the early 1900s, if filmmakers 
wanted color on-screen, they would have to 
have the film negatives painted by hand 
Eventually, the technology advanced to film 
movies in color. At first, it was difficult 
and expensive. The cameras needed to 
be bigger and heavier, and the sets needed 
much stronger lifting. It wasn't xmtil the 
1960s that most movies were made in color! 


















Say Cheese! 


I decided to take a break and relax on the 
boardwalk. I was in the middle of enjoying a 
mouse nap when a strangely dressed mouse 
tapped me on the shoulder. 

“Good afternoon! I am scouting new 
snouts for my next movie!” he said. “Your 
profile is just perfect for the screen!” 

I rubbed my eyes 5lSS|pilj. “You want me 
to be in a /H0YIIIE?” I looked up at the 
director. He seemed very familiar, but I 
couldn’t quite place him. 

Confused, I asked, “Do we know each 
other?” 

“Nope! But what do you say; VldHt to 
be in a movie?” He wiggled his eyebrows up 
and down. 
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Say 


Cheese! 


I sat up. “Fm not an actor 

but...” I trailed off. 

In my mind, I could 
see all in 

lights. “Okay, what do I have 
to do?” 

“Fabumouse!” the director 
cried. “The first step is 
to film a screen test to see 
acting range you have. I’ll give you a series 
of and objects and you’ll 

pretend to be them. Sound good? I’ll give 
you five seconds to prepare.” 

Five seconds?! “Oh, uh, it’s happening 
right now?” 

''ReadySetGo — first pretend you’re a 
seagull flying over the 

I flapped my arms up and down and the 
director grinned. “Very majestic!” 
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Say 


Cheese! 



“Now pretend you are 
a race car driver!” 

I gripped an imaginary 
steering WIICCl and 
hit the gas. 

“Now pretend you are a 
FAL A TREE swaying 
in the !” 

I did as he asked, but 
I could see that we were 
starting to attract an 
audience. 

“Isn’t that Geronimo 
Stilton, the falhOUSe 
journalist?” I heard a 
rodent whisper. 

“You’re right, that is 
Geronimo Stilton! What 
is he doing?” 
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Say 


Cheese! 


One of the rodents held up her phone and 
took a picture. 

The director wasn’t finished with me. 
“Now pretend you are a DINOSAUR!’' 

“Enough! I don’t want to be an actor 
anymore!” I STOMPED my feet. 

To my surprise, the director burst out 
laughing. He reached up and pulled off his 
mustache and glasses. “Holey cheese, you 
should see your face, Geronimo!” 

I gasped. “You’re not a director, you’re 
Hercule Poirat!” Hercule is the most 
famouse detective in New Mouse City — 
and my friend! “What are you doing 

here?” 

“I came to watch the detective 

movies , of course,” Hercule said. “It’s 
where I get all the BEST ideas for solving 
my most cases!” 
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Say 


Cheese! 


I crossed my in front of me and 

turned to walk back to my bench. 

“Wait, Geronimo!” Hercule called. He 
continued: “Come see The Mystery of the 
Smelly Cheese with me.” 

“Well, actually, I was going to continue my 
nap,” I replied. 

“Come on, Stilton, don’t be a lazu 

cheese ban !” he insisted, and he pulled 

me toward the theater. 

At the end of the /H'OYIIIE, my whiskers 
were trembling. This movie was even 
SCARIER than the scary movie had been! 

Hercule didn’t seem scared at all, however. 
“That director is a real genius!” 

“I liked her FIRST movie. The Malted 
Milk Falcon, better,” said a voice behind us. 

Hercule and I turned around and saw a 
mouselet in a felu© dress. 
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Say 


Cheese! 



“Frozen feta!” Hercule cried. “I love The 
Malted Milk FalconV’ 

Hercule and the mouselet launched into a 
long conversation about the movies directed 
by Angelica Whiskerton. She was a super- 
famouse film director. But I was exttausiei 
I was about to FALL JlSLCCr, when 
the mouselet turned to me. “What kind of 
movies do you like?” she asked. 

“Well —” I started. 














Cheese! 


“There you are, Geronimo!” Creepella 
called. She ISWSIjSSW up to us. “Tve been 
looking all over for you! I waited forcvor 
outside Theater 3!” 

“Oh, sorry!” I said. “7b All the Cheeses 
Vve Loved Before was full, so I waited out 
here.” 

“Let’s go, Geronimo! Tomorrow, we just 
won’t split up.” Creepella gestured for me 
to follow her. 

“T-t-tomorrow?” I st&iriniered. 

“Of course!” Creepella exclaimed: “The 
you bee/,^ fcsf Jvaf lasts three 



SQueaK! How was 

I going to sit through 
three days of scary 
movies?! 


days!” 






■.m 



Movie Mix-Up! 


The following morning, Creepella greeted 
me on my doorstep. “Are you excited for the 
ujopy premiere of scary-movie director 

Mousen Scorsese’s sopeR-secReTHovie!” 

Whatf f didn't haw a due what she was 
tafking aboutf 

“Is it going to be very SCaty?” I asked. 

“Yes!” Creepella cried. “His scariest one 
yet! I can’t wait. And we get to watch it 
sitting right next to each other!” 

When we got to the theater where the 
TDP SECRET movie would be shown, the 
seats were almost filled. We grabbed the last 
two empty spots and got comfortable. All 
around us, rodents were excitedly chatting 
about the M€YIIIE. 
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Movie 


Mix-Up! 



“I hope this is as good as the last one!” the 
mouse next to us said. 

Then the lights dimmed, and all the 
chatting stopped. I gripped the sides of my 
seat. I hoped it wouldn’t tuT ottl 

The movie’s first scene flickered onto the 

QESOOOO* 

A cartoon CAT family sat around a table. 
This didn’t look scary at all! 

A sudden cry rang out: “This is not my 
film!” 

All the lights went up, and a rodent with 
long CSGBuQ [REB ran toward the projection 
room. 

“That was the director,” Creepella 
exclaimed. “Let’s go see what happened.” 

Inside the projector room, the director was 
yelling and waving his *a**S*K**5I:. 

“Is this some kind of a joke? What did you 
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Movie 


Mix-Up! 



do with my movie?!” 

The projectionist scurried around, 
checking all the equipment. “It looks like 
someone deleted the file of your movie and 
downloaded this one,” the projectionist 
said. “It wasn’t me. I was working in another 
theater.” 

Jack nodded. “I believe you. I was 
with him,” he told the director. “Let’s just 
find a way to fix 
this before we track 
down the rdSCdlly 
rat who did it.” 

“I’ll need the 

backup drive 

where the original 
file was saved,” the projectionist said. 

“It’s in the safe right over here,” Jack said. 

“WHAT ARE WE WAITING FOR?!” Mousen yelled. 


THE PROJECTIONIST ' 

The projectionist is the person " 
who operates the movie 
projector. He or she prepares 
the equipment, makes sure that | 
the images and sound are clear, 
and checks that the projection 
of the motion picture fits 
correctly on the movie screen. 
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Movie 


Mix-Up! 



“Open that safe!” 

Jack punched his code in. But then he 
gasped. “The backup drive is not here*” he 

shouted. 

“What?” Mousen turned as CIlOBuB as a 
bowl of cheese soup. “That was the only 
copy!” 




















I Smell a Mystery! 


Suddenly, a familiar strode into the 

room. 

“I smell a mystery!” Hercule cried, rubbing 
his *&*}>» •&**& together. “What is going on?” 

“Hercule, how did you know something 
had gone wrong at the fieStSVaf ?” I asked. 

“Whenever there is a mystery to be solved, 
my whiskers tickle!” 

Hercule began to inspect the room using 
a mopiniffyinp “No sign of a 

break-in ... no 

ANYWHERE . . . strange ... do you agree, 
Stilton?” 

Before I could respond, my cousin Trap 
suddenly appeared, carrying his \ji®)0© 
e®mer® on his shoulder. 
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I Smell a 


Mystery! 


“I came as soon as I heard!” he cried, 
hwffiin^ (kind pmffiin^ from rushing. “This 

is M0(/SER/F/C! 

I frowned, my whiskers twitching. “This is 
nothing to be happy about!” 

“Someone has sfcl^n the most 
anticipated movie of the year . . . and I 
am the only one who has been filming all 
along! I can help crack the case — and film 
a documentary in the process!” 

Creepella stalked over. “Enough chitchat,” 
she hissed. “We have to find out what 
happened!” 

My eyes widened: “Wc? Who’S ‘WC’?” I asked. 

“You and me, of course!” Creepella cried. 

“We could all work together!” Hercule 
said: “Come on, Geronimo! It will be 
And Tm the BEST detective in town, so 
you’ll all be in very good 
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I Smell a 


Mystery! 


I was outnumbered! But suddenly, I 
realized that if I was solving an actual 
mystery, I would not have to sit through any 
more film mysteries! “Fine!” I 

said. “Where do we start?” 

“Why don’t I go check with the security 
team here and see if the cameras in this room 
caught anything suspicious?” Creepella 
suggested. 

“What a smart idea!” Hercule rejoiced. 

“I will walk on the boardwalk to film 
interviews with /cstSvaf-GfOmcf mice!” 
Trap said. “Some TpodeH’b^ might have 
seen something odd.” 

“What a IfreSt idea!” Hercule cheered. 

I didn’t want to be left out. “We should 
question the director to find out more 
information about his TOP SECRET 
MDUiEV’ I suggested. 
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I Smell a 


Mystery! 


“I have an idea!” Hercule said. “We 
should question the director to find out 
more information about his TOP SECRET 
MOPiEr 

I shook my snout. “That was MY IDEA!” 
But Hercule just headed out of the room. 

“Let’s go, Geronimo! We have a mystery 
to solve!” 

We all followed Hercule out of the 
projection room and split up. Trap turned to 
go outside to the boardwalk and Creepella 
went to check the Movie Palace security 

Hercule and I found 
the famouse director 
drinking cheddar leaf 
tea at the Movie 
Palace cafe. 

“I find a nice cup 










I Smell a 


Mystery! 


of hot Cheddar tea very Csllflillg/' he told 
us as we sat down. 

Hercule leaned across the table. “Was that 
really the only copy of your movie that the 
thief took?” 

Director Mousen Scorsese sighed heavily. 
“It was! I did not want any rodents getting 
their on it! And I hoped that by 

advertising the fact that there was only one 
copy, it would make it seem Gxtra tOp 

secret!” 

The director seemed even more glWTTl 
when he saw the look on my face. “There’s 



Mousen Scorsese 


?Pj0F6Sc> 10N; Diredor 
MOST F^MOUSe MOVie: 
6ioudBfelh6 

The Silver Camera, 
The 6io\den 6irater 






I Smell a 



Mystery! 


no use talking about this anymore. The film 
is gone, and it could be to go 

after the thief.” 

My whiskers trembled. “DangerOliS?! 


why?!” 


But MOI/SEN just shook his head. “I 
can’t say more than that,” he said, looking 
down at his tea. 

We said our good-byes and met CpEPELLA 
in the security camera control room. 

“I discovered that the security cameras 
were disabled at 8:00 p.m. yesterday,” she 
explained. 
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Interview with a 
Rodent 


I thought about the S^PclNge- CONi/trSdt/ON 
we had with Mousen. Who didn’t want the 
movie to be screened? And why would he 
not want us to go after the thief? He had 
said it could be DANSEf^aUS. I didn’t want 
to get hurt! 

Hercule paced the control 

room. “Someone must be mad at Mousen,” 
he said. “If we can find out which rodents 
have been arguing with him recently, I bet 
we can the thief!” 

“I’m afraid you’ll have to keep working 
without me,” Creepella said, checking the 
time. “Jury duty is calling me. I have to see 
another /HCYIIIC.” I walked her to the door. 
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Interview with 


A Rodent 



“See you later!” She waved at the two of 
us and DASHMD off. 

When I went back, Hercule 
was studying his tablet. J 
peered over his shoulder\ 
and saw that he was doing 
an internet search on \J\ ^ 

Mousen Scorsese. \ 

\ 

I sat down in a nearby chair 
and waited for him to finish. I had almost 



drifted off to SlCCp when Hercule yelped. 

“clatteRirigr ic^ tailor’ 

I fell out of my chair. SPLAT! 

Hercule chuckled. “Geronimo, you are 
such a clumsy cineesc wheel! Do 

you want to know what I just discovered?” 

I rubbed my snout. “Of course!” 

He turned his tablet toward me so that I 
could see the screen. “Check this out.” 







Interview with 


A Rodent 



I squinted at the screen. The article 
headline was “Mousen Scorsese and His 
Enemies.” P^AhciJ This was just 

what we needed. 

Hercule scrolled down. “The article names 
THBGC rodents he’s had arguments with.” 

I squeaked. 

“It gets better,” Hercule said. He switched 
over to a fcsf Jval guest 
list the organizers had 
emailed him. “His 

ftmt vroftsr 

enemies are all here 
at the festival this weekend!” 

“We have to find them and talk to them!” 
I said. “But how will we do that?” 

“Easy,” Hercule said, peeling a banana. “I 
already know where they are! They are all 
staying at the GRAND HOTEL,” 
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Interview with 


A Rodent 



“How do you fepOW that?” I asked. 
Hercule winked. “Am I not the BEST 
detective in town? Now let’s go to the hotel!” 

I rolled my eyes and followed Hercule 
as he made his way out of the 
2^czlczc^. We were just about to leave 
through the front doors when we spotted 
the mouselet Hercule had been chatting 
with earlier. 

“What a coincidence!” he squeaked, 
his paw. 

They immediately started talking about 

detective movies again. I felt my 

mind drifting. Maybe no one would notice 
if I snuck off for a quick IDOUStt nap . . . 

“What about you, CEROrllM-O?” the 
mouselet asked me, snapping me back into 
the conversation. “Which /H0YIIIES have 
you seen so far?” 
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“OM ... WELL ...” I did not want to lie, but 
I didn’t want to tell a STRANGE mouselet 
that I hadn’t seen many because I was 
investigating the MISSING MOVIE CASE, 
either. 

But Hercule didn’t seem to mind sharing. 
“Actually, we have been working on the 

MISSING MOVIE CASE! I am sure you 
HEARD about Mousen Scorsese’s stolen film!” 

Just then Creepella came 
up next to us. “What 
are you doing just 
standing around? 
This 

isn’t going to 
solve itself! 
The festival will be 
ruined if we can’t 
get the MCYIIIE back. 


















‘Tm on the jury, (5EflOriIW.O 
This festival is important to me. 

If this [iS9SQBi!9 isn’t solved, 
we won’t get to do another one 
next year.” 

“You’re totally right, Creepella,” 
I said. “We’ll work fdSter, I 
promise!” 

Hercule rubbed 
thoughtfully. “You 
good detecting,” he 

CpEPELLA 

stalked off to the 
next /HCYIIIE. 

Hercule suddenly 
noticed that the 
movie- loving 

inoirSeLet 

we had been 


























Interview with 


A Rodent 



talking to had tfiSippiSflfl. 

“Oh no,” Hercule Vflfierf. “I still haven’t 
gotten her name!” 

“Come on, Hercule, let’s go!” I said. “I’ll 
buy you a nice on the way.” 

Hercule sighed. “Okay. But I want one 
dipped in CfifiO)CG)!latte this time. And 
it, make that I’WO bananas!” 
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The Enemies List! 


When we got to the Grand Hotel, I strolled 
up to the reception desk. “Good morning. I 
am Geronimo. It’s a pleasure to meet you. 
We would like to TALK to director Toasty 
Fontina, please,” I said. 

He smiled and picked up the desk 
telephone and called up to TOiSt!! F0NtiM3*S 
room. 

“He’ll meet you in the lobby in FiV0 
minutes,” the receptionist said, hanging up 
the phone. 

Five minutes later, a VERY SHARPLY 
DRESSED rodent walked toward us. We 
kivcAmd ourselves and then we sat on 
the sofa by the front door. 

can I do for you?” Fontina asked. 
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The Enemies 


List! 



“Fll cut to the cheese,” Hercule said. 
“We’re looking for Mousen Scorsese’s stolen 
film. We’ve heard you and the director aren’t 
very friendly with each other.” 

Fontina grunted. “That’s putting it millclJy. 
We used to be friends, but now we don’t 
even TALK!” His shook with 

the intensity of his anger. “I certainly didn’t 
STEAL his movie, but I can’t say I’m sorry to 
see him have a hard time at the 


band/e 















The Enemies 


List! 


He seemed sincere. 

But how could we 
believe him when he 
said he didn’t steal 
the movie? “Why 
are you SO upset 
with him?” I asked. 

“Look,” Fontina 
said. “Mousen’s movies are good, but they 
are not as yxAwfYUM^ as my movies. It’s 
about time I took home the tolg BS)B*fi2Ze!” 

I coughed and looked down so that Fontina 
couldn’t see me Mif illflSS. All these 

directors had such big cUtdfl<«rUt-<«ds! 

“Where were you last night around 8:00 
P.H.?” Hercule asked. 

The director shrugged. “Where anyone 
who is anyone in this town was.” 

“At the party for the ninetieth birthday 
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The Enemies 


List! 


of the great director Otto Mouseburg, 
of course! It started around 8:00 p.m. last 
night.” He took out his cell phone and opened 
his photos. “Look!” 



be th ‘-~ 
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Holey Swiss 
Cheese! 


After Fontina left, Hercule and I compared 
notes. We agreed that the photos proved his 
alibi. We’d have to move on to the second 
rodent on our suspect list. 

“Ronaldo Crostini!” Hercule cried. There 
he was now, strolling across the hotel lobby. 
“What a coincidence!” 

He DASM£D over to the actor and led the 
young rodent back to our sofa. 

We explained who we were and what we 
were looking for. Crostini’s snout 
into a frown. “You know what? I am happy 
his movie was jfoleh!” 

Swiss There was no 

love lost between these two rodents! 
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Holey Swiss 


Cheese! 


“Why are you so angry with him?” Hercule 
asked. 

“irS NO SECRET THAT WE HAD A FALLING OOT. He 

promised me the lead role in his film Race to 
Cheese Mountain. I missed a few rehearsals 


and I forgot to call and let him know. When 
I came in for the first day of shooting, I 
learned that he’d given my part to another 

actoRi" 

“That must have made you MM),” I said. 
“MAD enough to want to sabotage his big 


premiere, even.” 


Ronaldo Crostini 


PPOFeSSION; /^tor 
MOST F^MOUSe MOVie: Ha/ry 
Mauser and the Cheesemongers 
Secret 

The 6io\den ?avf, the 
Palm de &rie 












Holey Swiss 


Cheese! 


Crostini smiled the smile that had made 
him yxjrYU^UA£/ around the world. “Mousen 
and I may be ENEMIES, but I’m no 
thief. Last night when the 
robbery occurred I was visiting 
my granny 

She makes the best cln€eS€ 
pic in all of New Mouse City!” 

Hercule MELTED like a cheese stick in the 
sun. “Mmm, cheese pie! Maybe we should 
all go see her right now!” 

Crostini looked down at his phone. “Oh, 
it looks like she’s calling me now. Will you 
excuse me? I have to let her know I will not 
be able to go see her tonight.” 

After we said ^ooc|-by€, Hercule and I 
walked back to the reception desk. 

Hercule twirled his 
thoughtfully. “It will be easy to check his alibi. 
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Holey Swiss 



Cheese! 


I think he’s telling 
the truth, though. 
That means there’s 
only one more 
suspect left on 



our list!” 

I looked down at the list. Albos Mackintosh, 
a film editor, was the last rodent we had to 
question. We had the receptionist call up 
to his room for us and headed back to our 
interviewing sofa. 

Mackintosh showed up a few minutes later 
and Hercule wasted no time in launching 
into why we had asked him (lOVVtl here. 

“My name is Hercule Poirat and I am the 
most yvfYum^ detective in New Mouse City. 
I am Mousen Scorsese’s 

missing movie!” 

Mackintosh sighed. “I don’t want to hear 
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Holey Swiss 


Cheese! 


anything 
about that 

ridicul®us 

director! He 
hired me to 

EDIT his 

movie Gone 
with the 


Albus M©ickint®sh 


?POFeSf)lON: 

Film editor 
F^MOUSe MOVie: 
]/^here the cheesy 
Things Are 

A\MAP.D<,; 

The Perfect c>li6e for 
P>est 6hase “Dequence 



Cheese Grater over and over again/ 

“It took f@r0\J0r! And then, after 
everything was almost done, he F/RED 
me and took my name off the credits!” 
Mackintosh’s ears drooped. 

“Why would he F/RE you, if you were 
almost finished with the film?” I asked. 

“I made a couple of /niJ'tdKCJ' in the 
editing process,” Mackintosh explained. “I 
could have fixed it, if he’d let me! But he’s a 
1 don’t know how he finds 
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Holey Swiss 


Cheese! 


rodents who still agree to work with him. 
Serves him right to have his movie stolen!” 

Hercule leaned in. “Where were you last 
night at 8:00?” 

“At 8:00? Let’s see, I went for a 
on the boardwalk, and stopped to 
with a strange mouse who was filming a 
documentary about the fcsfJvaf. Trent, I 
think his name was? Or Tappy? Oh, Trap!” 

I put my snout in my paws. 

m “as ms eous/n Trsp/ 

“Find him and ask him if you don’t believe 
me!” 

“Oh, I know where to him,” I said. 
We thanked Mackintosh for his time and 
left the hotel. 

(low whatTf 
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Knock It Off, 
Cheesebrain! 


Hercule left me at a on the boardwalk. 
I ordered an iced cheddar chai and started 
thinking about the facts of the case: 



A waiter interrupted my thoughts. “Here 
is your iced cheddar chai!” I turned around 
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Knock It Off, 


Cheesebrain! 



and recognized Hercule, disguised as a 
waiter. “What are you doing?” I hissed. 

“I’m undercover, of course!” Hercule 
whispered. “In my favori-he detective 
movie, the hero dresses like a waiter to 
eavesdrop on all the suspects.” 

Hercule launched into a very detailed 
description of the plot, but I Z®n€d out. I 
really don’t like deteCtiVe mPVieSl 
Hercule finished talking. “You 






















Knock It Off, _ n _ Cheesebrain! 


should watch the M'OYIIIC! It’s actually 
showing at the festival this weekend, as part 
of the Cid J^avorUes lineup in Theater 6!” 

“You know I don’t like detective movies. 
And you already told me how it ends!” 

Just then Trap showed up at the cafe 
carrying his camera equipment. “Here you 
are! Have you found out anything new?” 

I shook my head so hard my whiskers 
vibrated. “Nothing! rVie tViree main 

suspects all have ironclad alibis/ 

And we’re out of leads.” 

“Don’t give up so fast, cheddarbrain!” 
Hercule cried. “I have a fabumouse idea! 
I will go undercover as a saBBGI@B 
Bwmwa and poke around for some 
new information. That’s what happened in 
the movie The Brie Connection, which I 
watched yesterday.” 
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Knock It Off, 


Cheesebrain! 


Before Hercule could tell us the plot of the 
whole movie, I asked Trap to update us on 

his documentary. 

“It’s going well, Geronimo! Do you want 
to see a F0W clips?” 

We nodded and Trap jumped up to get his 
laptop. 

“You are going to love it!” he squeaked. 
He was so excited to show us his work. 
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Knock It Off, 


Cheesebrain! 


FETAi 

S® 

Most of the images were hlurr^, some of 
the shots were upside down, the audio was 

fyiif ... What were we e\ren fookitig at?? 

Hercule seemed riveted, however. While 
he looked through the clips, I thought I’d try 
to give Trap a little gentle film Pccellsaek. 
“Trap, maybe you should reshoot some of 
these scenes. It’s a little difficult to figure 
out what’s going on, don’t you think?” 

Trap shrugged. “You just don’t get it, 
Geronimo! This is the way REAL L/FE is — 
fast, blurry, hard to hear! My documentary 
has to stay true to the festival. The blurry 
shots and fyziy audio show just how 
energetic the film festival is — it can barely 
be contained on video!” 
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Knock It Off, 


Cheesebrain! 


Clearly Trap was not interested in my 
opinion! I looked over Hercule’s shoulder. 
“Creepella is in focus in some of these, at 
least,” I said. 

“But of course!” he exclaimed. “She’s the 
STAR of my documentary. I used a special 
effect to make sure the main character 
would stand out!” 

“Quiet, both of you cbeesebraiiis! 

Hercule shouted. He stood up dramatically. 


\N 



SToU THE 

Mo>/IE/ 
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To Catch a Mouse! 


We stared at Hercule in shoek. He 
gestured for us to gather around the laptop. 

“Look at this.” He clicked on P1.A9 
and a video started. It had a time stamp of 
8:00 P.M. the night before. I could tell 
right away that we were looking at the door 
to the projection room where Scorsese’s 
M'OYIIIC had been stolen! 

It was a little hard to see, but three things 
were clear: 

A mouselet walked to the seeuniby 
e®men® and moved it. 

Then took the keys from the 
projectionist, who didn’t notice, 
o Next, she walked into the room and 


cMEXBSUCiJ shortly after. 





To Catch 


A Mouse! 


Lastly, she dropped the keys near 

the PF^®jeCri®NiSf'S feet. 

\ cooltl not heUe\fe my eyes • • * 

“Can you X®®M in on her?” I asked. 
Trap took over at the laptop keyboard and 
changed some of the settings. 

“Here you go,” he said, hitting PLAH 
again. 

I gasped. 

“Do you know her?” Trap asked. 

The mouselet on-screen was the detective 
movie fan Hercule and I had talked to! 

“We’ve met her,” I explained to Trap. “But 
we never caught her name. I can’t believe 
you filmed the WholC crime! I thought 
you were out on the BOAR-DWALK all last 
night filming interviews!” 






































nien. Of Ter a 
few minutes, 
quiet as a 
mouse, walks 
out 


She gets 
close to the 

projectiohlst 

and drops MS 
nevsr\gwnext 

tohira 


Finally the 
projectionist 
picks up the 
keys from 
the floor. 























To Catch 


A Mouse! 


Trap blliSl\6d. ‘T was supposed to be, but 
I had forgotten my camera outside the 
changing room. When I came back to get it, 
I discovered I had left it running.” 

Hercule shook his head sadly. “She seemed 
so nice! Tve never met anyone who liked 
detective movies as much as I do!” 

“We have to track down this raasQEii9 
mouselet,” I said. 

Trap shook his head. “She’s probably 
already far away by now. She has the secret 
movie — why would she stick around the 

scene o-f tke crime?” 

I wasn’t so sure about that. “We saw her 
today. She could have left right away and 
disappeared with the movie. But for some 
reason, she hasn’t.” 

“She probably wants to see the rest of 
the detective movies playing at the festival! 
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To Catch 


A Mouse! 


They’re showing some films you can’t see 
anywhere else!” 

I RSLIEP my eyes. 

“No, really,” Hercule insisted. “This 
morning she told me she was planning to 
see the ILATIEST MCYIIIE by the great 
director Frances Romano, The Spy Who 
Loved CheeseT 

“What are we waiting for?” I cried. I picked 
up the festival schedule and frantically 
flipped through the pages. why di4 they 
have to be showing so many movies?/ 

“There it is!” Hercule said, pointing. ''The 
Spy Who Loved Cheesel 4:45 p.m.. 
Theater 2!” 

/ j \ 

“Let’s get this cheese 
wheel r@llin0!” I said, 

“The movie is about to 
end!” 



79 









Mystery Mouselet 
Unmasked! 


We ran all the way to Theater 2 and arrived 
as the audience was EXITIXG the movie. 
At first, I was we had missed the 

mysterious mouselet, but suddenly Trap 
“There she is! You go and 
confront her. I will film everything for my 
documentary!” he said. 

Hercule shook his snout. “Let’s not RUSH 
into this. Look, she’s calling someone! 
Thanks to the fabumouse Super Ear 
LiSf€n*iri*3 DeViCe invented by a friend of 
mine, we can hear EVERYTH/I/Q she says!” 

Hercule turned the device on and the 
mouselet’s voice crackled through its speaker. 
We could hear every word! 
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Mystery Mouselet Unmasked! 


"Yes, everYth\n9 went according 
to plan . . . No, Stilton and that 
cHeesebraln friend of His Have no 
Idea. See you In five minutes.” 

The mouselet got off the phone and looked 
around. Suddenly, she started walking toward 
the boardwalk. 

We quietly flfetZiiraSl/ her all the way to 
a cafe, where she sat down at a table. 

My were shaking from fear. 

Who was she going to meet? 

We crept closer and hid behind a bush. 
A few minutes passed and a very long , 
car with dark tinted 
windows arrived. A familiar mouselet got 
out, followed by two large mouseguards. I 
gasped. 

^adaine No'. 
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Mystery Mouselet Unmasked! 

“MoMy mozzarella sticks!” i squeaked. 
Madame No was a famouse business rodent. 
She was involved in many shady dealings all 
over Mouse Island. We had butted snouts 
many times before! 

Madame No greeted the thief, who put her 





















Mystery Mouselet „ Unmasked! 


will get the bag!” Before I could stammer 
out a reply, Hercule was GQCOQ. 

“How are we going to distract them?” I 
whispered to Trap. 

“Don’t worry,” Trap said confidently. 
“This will be cHceSy bRcezy.” He started 
walking toward the table, his camera on his 
shoulder and a microphone in his paw! 

T0r I hissed, and scampered 
after him. I couldn’t let him walk into the 

paws of danger alone! 

Trap approached Madame No. “Good 
evening, my dear mouselets!” 

Madame No ?T9Wne'cl at Trap. When 
she noticed me next to him, her expression 
deepened into a scowl. “Stilton!” she 
growled. “We meet again!” 

“We, uh, do. Um, marvemouse to see you 
again,” I lied. cHo, we are 
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Mystery Mouselet 


Unmasked! 


shooting a documentary about the local film 
and would like to ask you a few 

questions!” 

Madame No waved her in the air. 

“I don’t have time for this — Rocky! Blue!” 
Two of Madame No’s mouseguards came out 
from the “Help these rodents 

back out to the boardwalk.” 

Both mouseguards walked toward us. 
Where was Hercule?! I tried to stall a 
little longer. “It’ll only take a minute! 
The Ql@©unncnb®ry will be much more 
interesting with a quote from a business 
EXPERT like yourself!” 

Madame No CPOSSed her pawS in front 
of her. “Stilton, you are such a pest!” she 
hissed. 

But the lysterllliouse mouselet held up her 

paw to stop the mouseguards’ approach. 
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Mystery Mouselet 


Unmasked! 


“Wait! I’m a (Um lovef, as you know. You 
could ask me your questions!” 

My hunch had been right: A REAL FILM 
EXPERT would not want to miss out on an 
opportunity to talk about movies! 

Trap adjusted his camera and I struggled 
to think of a question. 

“Um, well, why don’t you tell me what has 
been yom fiavorUe movie of the festival.” 

The thief was about to reply, when I saw a 
flash ofyELLOWfly by. 

IT WAl * . . A WALKING BUlNil 



Trap saw the look on my snout and nudged 
me with his elbow. 

It was Uercule, 
undercover/ 

Hercule the bush 
was very close to 
the bag. Slowly, 








Mystery Mouselet 


Unmasked! 


he FcacbcdL onf with his paw from 
inside the bush and . . . 

One of Madame No’s mouseguardS lunged 
in front of the bush and the other one 
searched through it. Then he pulled Hercule 
up by one of his ears! “SdTGrtAl” 
oucw! OUCWh Hercule squeaked. 

vie were cavghtf 
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Toasted Tuna 
Melt! 


The mysterimouse mouselet was shocked. “I 
know you. You’re the rodent who’s a big fan 
of d0'G6C'GiV0 movies.” 

“That’s me!” Hercule replied, still dangling 
from the mouseguard’s giant paw. “By the 
way, how was that Frances Romano movie?” 

“QUIET. EVERYONE!” Madame No shrieked. 

“What’s going on here? Why are you hiding 
in that bush?” 

Trap got right to the point. “The two of you 
took Mousen Scorsese’s movie!” he cried. 

Madame No burst out laughing. “What in 
the name of all that is incuscy makes you 
say that? You have no PFOOf !” 

“Madame No is right!” the mysterimouse 


87 





Toasted Tuna 


Melt! 


mouselet agreed. “Now, if you don’t mind, 
we were just about to some fresh 

Cheddar scones —” 

“I have everything on camera,” Trap cried, 
interrupting her. He played the recording on 
the camera screen for all of us. 

The rysteriwouse mouselet stood up from 
her seat. “Looks like the game is up, Madame 
No.” In a FuasH, she had removed her wig, 
sunglasses, and blue dress, revealing a sleek 
black suit underneath. 

Toasted tuna melt! It was Shadow, the 
most famouse thief on Mouse Island! 

“Yes, I did steal the bacKup drive 
Mousen Scorsese’s movie was saved on!” 
“But WHY?” I asked. 

But before Shadow could answer, I heard 
a frustrated squeak from behind me. 

“There you are, Geronimo. It took me 
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Toasted Tuna 


Melt! 


forever to find you! You haven’t been 
answering my calls,” Creepella said. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “My battery died!” 

“A likely story,” Creepella huffed. “I 
think you’re actually happy that Mousen 
Scorsese’s movie got stolen, because now 
you have an excuse not to participate in the 
with me!” She angrily adjusted 
her purse and ^^^dently ftOli^KED me right in 
the snouit'^^^Mf 

I turned^o rufrWy snout and tripped over 
one of the cafe’s chairs. The chair fell into 
the mouseguard holding Hercule’s ear and 
his SUflgloSSttf clattered to the ground. 

“On no, my SUfielosSttf !” he yelled. 
He released Hercule’s ear and leaned down 
to pick them up. “These are limited edition 
Chet Cheesington’s,” he GROWLEP. He 
gently brushed Sand from the lenses. 
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Toasted Tuna Melt! 


Despite the confusion, I noticed 
trying to sneak the camera away from my 
cousin. 

“Trap! y®Ur ©©men®!” I called. 

Trap held on tight to his camera as Shadow 
attempted to yank it out of his paws. 

“LET 60!” Trap yelled. 

“Never!” Shadow cried in response. 

“‘lou can lyssjour evidence jooj-^e!” 

With that, she suddenly stopped pulling 
on the camera. Trap reeled backward in 
surprise and the camera fell out of his paws. 
The camera smashed into a 



TMOVJSA.HD PIECES. 

Shadow burst out 
laughing. “Good-bye Let 
to your little 
movie!” She 
tossed a 


X^ever! 







Toasted Tuna Melt! 


bomb onto the ground, and 
the air around us quickly filled with 
CLOUDJ of thick GPdY smoke. 

I couldn’t see anything! Where was 
everyone? 

By the time the smoke cleared, Shadow 

tiao vaflisheo! 

“My camera,” Trap said sadly, looking at 
the pieces smashed on the ground. But then 





Toasted Tuna Melt! 


his face hardened and he pointed a paw 
past me. “Look! Mo iS patting 

away, too/” 

Madame No had grabbed the bag 
containing the backup CfPIVC and started 
running to her car together with her 
mouseguards. 

RavioinI rai tails. the thieves were CETTIMC 
y«#i59Kright from under our snouts! 








The Backup Is 
Back! 


Madame No’s car screeched away from 
the curb. As the smeice bomb cleared 
around us, I could finally see everyone’s 
disappointed expressions. 

“I’m sorry about your snout, Geronimo,” 
Creepella said. “Is it feeling okay?” 

“I’m fine,” I said. My snout might be 
feeling better, but I was SOcf that Shadow 
had gotten the best of us again. I sighed. 

“My camera!” Trap wailed. “MousePully 
I had plugged in a bacKup dPIVG, so I 
have a copy of everything I’ve recorded so 
far. Otherwise everything would be L®s+!” 

Trap started looking for the backup drive 
among the pieces of the broken camera. 
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The Backup 



Hercule CSOgHcd. “Um, Trap, I have to tell 
you something, but you have to promise you 
will not get MAD?” 

YCS, I promise!” Trap said. 

“Do you also promise that we will always 
be friends no matter what?” 

“SORE, okay.” 

Hercule grinned. “There’s ^ood news and 
bad news. First the ^ood news: In all the 
chaos of the SfflSlCM bomb, 1 was able to 
retrieve Mousen Scorsese’s backup drive 
with the stolen film from Madame No’s bag.” 

He reached into his raincoat and pulled it 
out. 

“You are a Trap cried, patting 

him on the back. “But what is the bad 
news?” 

“Well ... in order to make sure Madame 
No didn’t notice, I had to substitute this 
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The Backup 


^ [s Back! 



nr^ovie/ 



drive with another one ... so I 
used yours.” 

Trap turned as 

“My movie! That 
was the only copy! I lost my 
documentary forever! I will 
never win the Golden Cheese!” 


“But we solvetJ the 

Case!” Creepella said. “Just 
think about the expression on 
Madame No’s snout when she 
realizes she doesn’t have the 



MCYIIIE!” 

“I wonder why she didn’t 
want anyone to see the film?” 
I asked. 

“Maybe the reason will 
be clearer once we see the 
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The Backup 


^ [s Back! 


movie,” Creepella suggested. “Now it can be 
the closing movie of the festival!” 

The following day the main theater was 
packed with l®Ocfen-b^ eager to see the 
secret movie — finally! 

MOlfSEN SCORSESE had been completely 
StlO€tC€d when we returned his missing 
backup drive. “I never thought Td get this 
back,” he said. “Thank you again from the 
bottom of my hCdrt!” 

“You’re welcome!” I said. “I can’t wait to 
see it.” 

The director ivintej. “Now you will see 
why Madame No went to so much trouble 
to get her on it.” 

My whiskers trembled. I hoped it would 
not be too SCary for me. sQueaK! 
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TfceirfculUo 


Pi’oeecteJ papfc 


30ST SAY NO TO MADAME NO: 
A Pollution Story 

by Mousen Scorsese 


- TiTtries {aetortes aump 






Toxic waste from one of their factories 
floods a quarry. 














And the Golden 
Cheese Goes To . . . 


Mousen Scorsese’s secret film was not a 
Hom film at all, but a dOCUmentarV! He 
finally had proof that Madame No’s factories 
were illegally PollutitlE Mouse Island. It 
had been whispered about for years, but no 
one had hard evidence before now. That’s 
why Madame No had wanted to XfeAl it. 

When the credits rolled, the audience 
enthusiastically 

Shadow, a talented spy and thief, must 
have heard through her criminal networks 
what the film was really about, 

and told Madame No. They often worked 
together on CriTniTial schemes. 

1 can’t wait to discuss this film with 
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And the Golden 


Cheese Goes To . .. 


all the other members of the jury!” Creepella 
said. 

She followed the other jury mice out of 
the theater. It was time for them to pick the 
winner of the inilL/H festival! 

They only deliberated for a few minutes. 
Sooner than everyone was expecting, they 
were called back into the theater. 

Jack Monterey walked onto the stage 
and addressed the crowd. “Ladies and 
gentlemice, thank you for being a part of 
New Mouse City’s very Fil?St film festival!” 

“I am very BDl/®Q)llIldI to announce that 
the winner of the Clieese 

for best overall film is ... Mousen Scorsese’s 
fust Say No to Madame No\” 

Scorsese leaped to his paws and rushed 
onto the stage. He wiped away a TEAR. ‘T’m 
honored to accept this award. I would like 
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And the Golden 


Cheese Goes To . . . 


to AfiOHe^ this award with Trap Stilton, 
Hercule Poirat, and Geronimo Stilton! They 
worked hard to help me show this movie at 
this festival. Tm going to strive to be more 
like them in the future.” 

What?! I looked up to see Mousen 
gesturing for US to join him on stage. 

Trap wasted no time in boullclill^ up 
to the stage and throwing his arms around 
Mousen. Creepella grabbed my and 

pulled me on-stage. “Come on, Geronimo!” 
she cried. 

Hercule joined us on-stage. “If only your 
sister, Thea, could see me now!” 

Jack handed the Golden Cheese to me. 
“Why don’t you do the honors of handing 
over the trophy?” he suggested. 

I turned toward Scorsese, my whiskers 
trembling from happiness. “I am happy 
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And the Golden 


Cheese Goes To . .. 



to present you with this Golden Cheese —” 
I began. 

photographers’ camera flashes 
were ALL going off at the same time and 

me . . . 

My vision got hiurrU- I shook my snout 
to try and clear it, but that just made me 
oliZZ^i I could tell the prize was slipping 
from my paws . . . but I couldn’t seem to 
stop it! 

“Geronimo!” Creepella cried. She grabbed 
the ptiZ't. as it 
started to fall and ^ 

handed it back 
to me. “Got 
it, Geronimo! 

What would you 
do without me? 

She winked. 




And the Golden 


Cheese Goes To . . . 


“Thanks!” I whispered, before handing 
it off to Mousen. 

When we got off the stage, a LARGE 
crowd of fans formed around the director. 
Mousefully, no one was paying attention 
to me! I was to have 

helped find Scorsese’s 
fTOlEN movie, but 
I’d seen enough here 
to know that I’m not 
cut out for the /H0YIIIE 
business! 

I couldn’t wait to head 
back to The Rodent’s Gazette ' 
office and get started on an article about 
c)io. She may have gotten 
away this time, but she couldn’t run forever! 

Yours bnifff, 

(Jeronimo SWtoir 






The End 















DERR FRIENDS. 

Mahing a movie is a very interesHng process! Here 
is ujhar i learned abour rhe movie business or rbe 
Neiu Mouse City Film Fesrivall 


^:THE PRODUCER 


The producer oversees a movie 
project. He or she helps figure 
out how the movie will be 
financed 


^^:THE SCREENPLRV 


A screenplay is like 
a book. It has all the 
dialogue the actors will 
speak on-screen. It also 
describes the setting for 
each scene. 
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THE CAST AND CREN 


Once the screenplay is finished, the cast and crew 
members who are involved in 
actually making the movie 
are hired 


The cast is the group of 
actors who will be in the 
movie. In addition to the 
main actors, there are 
also extras, people who 
are in the background 
of some scenes but don't 
speak any lines of dialogue. 





The crew is all the people behind 
the scenes who help make the movie. This can 
include the director, camera operators, sound 
technicians, makeup artists, costume designers, 
production designers, and assistants. 





















jzi: 



! I 
I KS' I 


THE SET AND SHOOTING THE FILM 


The set is the place where the scenes are filmed It 
could be a studio, a theater, or a public place like a 
park People film movies in all kinds of places! 


When everything is 
ready... Lights! 
Camera! Action! 

The director is 


in charge of the 
filming. His or her 
unique personal 
style transforms the 
screenplay from written words to moving images. 



For every finished movie scene you see on-screen, 
the director might have tried many multiple 
different styles. For example, a wide shot to see 


’T-'TX ECrj 























the whole set, a medium 
shot to see the characters 
in their surroiinclings, or a 
close-up to see the actors' 
facial expressions clearly. 


MIDE SHOT 

Sets the scene. 


In addition to changing the 
Mnd of camera shot, the 
director can also ask actors 
to repeat their lines in 
different ways. Angry! Sad! 
Happy! 


MEDIUM SHOT 

You can clearly see the 
actors, but the location is still 
important. 


CLOSE-UP 

Only the actors' snouts are 
visible in the frame, so that 
their feelinss are the mam 
focus. 
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4 ^. EDITING 


After the filmiiig is finished, what happens to the 
hours and hours of footage that the director has 
shot? All the material is handed over to the editor. 
The editor, together with the director, picks the 
best shots and assembles them in the order written 
in the screenplay. Editing can be a very creative 
part of the movie process: Sometimes entire scenes 
are cut, or the movie is made longer or shorter. 


@ POSTPRODUCTION 



These are tasks that are undertaken after the 
movie has been edited and include music and 
sound effects, visual 
effects, and voice-over 
narration. 

































QznQilO 


iy: DISTRIBUTION 


Once pos^roduction is over, the movie is ready to 
be shovm to movie fans. A distribution agency 
sends copies of the movie to the theaters that will 
screen it. The distribution agency takes care of 
the promotion as well, including submitting the 
movie to film festivals and organizing and planning 
actors' interviews. Anything to make the movie a 
success! 
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Don't miss a single 
fnbumouse adventure! 



#1 Lost Treasure of the Emerald Eye 
#2 The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid 
#3 Cat and Mouse in a Haunted House 
#4 I'm Too Fond of My Fur! 

#5 Four Mice Deep in the Jungle 
#6 Paws Off, Cheddarface! 

#7 Red Pizzas for a Blue Count 
#8 Attack of the Bandit Cats 
#9 A Fabumouse Vacation for Geronimo 
#10 All Because of a Cup of Coffee 
#11 It's Halloween, You 'Fraidy Mouse! 
#12 Merry Christmas, Geronimo! 

#13 The Phantom of the Subway 
#14 The Temple of the Ruby of Fire 
#15 The Mona Mousa Code 


#16 A Cheese-Colored Camper 
#17 Watch Your Whiskers, Stilton! 

#18 Shipwreck on the Pirate Islands 
#19 My Name Is Stilton, Geronimo Stilton 
#20 Surf's Up, Geronimo! 

#21 The Wild, Wild West 

#22 The Secret of Cacklefur Castle 

A Christmas Tale 

#23 Valentine's Day Disaster 

#24 Field Trip to Niagara Falls 

#25 The Search for Sunken Treasure 

#26 The Mummy with No Name 

#27 The Christmas Toy Factory 

#28 Wedding Crasher 

#29 Down and Out Down Under 












#30 The Mouse Island Marathon 

#31 The Mysterious Cheese Thief 

Christmas Catastrophe 

#32 Valley of the Giant Skeletons 

#33 Geronimo and the Gold Medal Mystery 

#34 Geronimo Stilton, Secret Agent 

#35 A Very Merry Christmas 

#36 Geronimo's Valentine 

#37 The Race Across America 

#38 A Fabumouse School Adventure 

#39 Singing Sensation 

#40 The Karate Mouse 

#41 Mighty Mount Kilimanjaro 

#42 The Peculiar Pumpkin Thief 

#43 I'm Not a Supermouse! 

#44 The Giant Diamond Robbery 
#45 Save the White Whale! 

#46 The Haunted Castle 
#47 Run for the Hills, Geronimo! 

#48 The Mystery in Venice 
#49 The Way of the Samurai 
#50 This Hotel Is Haunted! 

#51 The Enormouse Pearl Heist 
#52 Mouse in Space! 

#53 Rumble in the Jungle 
#54 Get into Gear, Stilton! 

#55 The Golden Statue Plot 
#56 Flight of the Red Bandit 
#57 The Stinky Cheese Vacation 
#58 The Super Chef Contest 


#59 Welcome to Moldy Manor 
#60 The Treasure of Easter Island 
#61 Mouse House Hunter 
#62 Mouse Overboard! 

#63 The Cheese Experiment 
#64 Magical Mission 
#65 Bollywood Burglary 
#66 Operation: Secret Recipe 
#67 The Chocolate Chase 
#68 Cyber-Thief Showdown 
#69 Hug a Tree, Geronimo 
#70 The Phantom Bandit 
#71 Geronimo on Ice! 

#72 The Hawaiian Heist 
#73 The Missing Movie 


Up Next: 










THE SEARCH 
FOR TREASURE: 

THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 




THE QlJEST FOR 
PARADISE: 


THE Enchanted 
CHARMS: 

THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE PHOENIX 
OF DESTINY: 

AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVENTURE 


THE HOUR OF the wizard's 

MAGIC: WAND: 

THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 

OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 












Mkekings 

Geronimo Stiltonord lives 
amongst the dragons in 
the ancient far north! 


Spacemice 

Geronimo Stiltonix and 
his crew are out of this 
world! 


Visit Geronimo in every universe! 


Cavemke 


Geronimo Stiltonoot, an 
ancient ancestor, is friends 
with the dinosaurs in the 
Stone Age! 


















About the Author 

Born in New Mouse City, Mouse 
Island, Geronimo Stilton is 
Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 
Literature and of Neo-Ratonic 
Comparative Philosophy. For the 
past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent's Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and 
The Search for Sunken Treasure. He has also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratling’s electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In his spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 
enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 












1. Main entrance^ 

2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 

illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton's office 

6. Helicooter landino oad 


The Rodent s 
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Map of New 

Mouse City 

1. 

Industrial Zone 

24. 

The Daily Rat 

2. 

Cheese Factories 

25. 

The Rodent's Gazette 

3. 

Angorat International 

26. 

Trap's House 


Airport 

27. 

Fashion District 

4. 

WRAT Radio and 

28. 

The Mouse House 


Television Station 


Restaurant 

5. 

Cheese Market 

29. 

Environmental 

6. 

Fish Market 


Protection Center 

7. 

Town Hall 

30. 

Harbor Office 

8. 

Snotnose Castle 

31. 

Mousidon Square 

9. 

The Seven Hills of 


Garden 


Mouse Island 

32. 

Golf Course 

10. 

Mouse Central Station 

33. 

Swimming Pool 

11. 

Trade Center 

34. 

Tennis Courts 

12. 

Movie Theater 

35. 

Curlyfur Island 

13. 

Gym 


Amousement Park 

14. 

Catnegie Hall 

36. 

Geronimo's House 

15. 

Singing Stone Plaza 

37. 

Historic District 

16. 

The Gouda Theater 

38. 

Public Library 

17. 

Grand Hotel 

39. 

Shipyard 

18. 

Mouse General Hospital 

40. 

Thea's House 

19. 

Botanical Gardens 

41. 

New Mouse Harbor 

20. 

Cheap Junk for Less 

42. 

Luna Lighthouse 


(Trap's store) 

43. 

The Statue of Liberty 

21. 

Aunt Sweetfur and 

44. 

Hercule Poirat's Office 


Benjamin's House 

45. 

Petunia Pretty Paws's 

22. 

Mouseum of 


House 


Modern Art 

46. 

Grandfather William's 

23. 

University and Library 


House 





Furflung Island 


This way to the Sea of Mice 


✓ Hamster Islands 
^oral Ree^^ 


This way 
to the Mousific 
Ocean 


Blue 


This way to the Rodent Straits 





Map of Mouse Island 


1. 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Lake Lakelakelake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

5. 

Ratzikistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Transratania 


Sequoia 

7. 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. 

Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Poopedcat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. 

Stinko Peak 

30. 

Ravingrat Ravine 

12. 

Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

15. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. 

Lake Lake 








Dear mouse friends. 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It’ll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 



Geronimo Stilton 











WHO IS 
IIMO STILTON? 

s me! I run a newspaper, 
tny true passion is writing 
miRe stories. Here in New 
;e City, the capital of Mouse 
I, my books are all bestsellers! 
tories are funn^, fa-mouse-ly 
f. They are whisker-licking- 
tales, and THAT'S A PAOMI/E! 


New Mouse City was having its first film festival! 
Famouse directors from around the world 
submitted their best movies for a chance at the 
big prize. But at the screening, one of the films 
goes missing! Who could have stolen it? Hercule 
and I spring into action to solve the case! 
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^SCHOLASTIC 



APPEALS TO 


2ND.4TH graders 

i 

READING LEVEL 

GRADE 4 


scholastic.com /geroni mosti Iton 
geronimostilton.com 









